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return them to him. We don't want his gifts, do we,
darling?" Ludwig mopped his brow nervously.
" Only say you'll hand me his filthy presents, and Til
forgive you all the agony youVe caused me since that
brute broke his leg. Damn him! I wish to God he'd
broken his neck."
Olga stared in amazement. All animation died from
her countenance as though she had been converted into
a statue. Never before had Ludwig seen her face so
drawn, nor heard her voice so harsh, as when she
retorted, " You must be mad. Fve no intention of
giving back Mr. Beg's present. You're my employer,
it's true, but you're exceeding your rights when you
presume to dictate to me about the gifts I receive."
At the word "employer" Ludwig released Olga's
wet hands which he had been clasping feverishly, and
paced up and down the room. " Very well, Fraulein
Petermann," he growled, "you say that I exceed my
rights as an employer, but I'd have you know I'm within
my rights when I dismiss you from my service. You
refuse my garnets, yet you accept the nigger's because
you think he's more influential than I. You'd better go
to Mm for your next job. Neither my father nor I wish
to have in our service a girl whose instincts are those of a
common prostitute."
w That's a lie, and you know it. But I accept your
dismissal and won't stop here a moment longer than I
can help."
"You may suit your own convenience." Already
Ludwig was beginning to regret his fit of rage. " Fve
no wish for you to leave the inn, until you've found
congenial employment elsewhere."
cc Thank you," said Olga fidgidly. " 111 leave as soon
as I possibly can. I've no wish to remain where I'm
not wanted." Olga turned her back on Ludwig and
began to brush her hair.
Had $he given him the slightest encouragement,